SAFE CUSTODY

I meant to bring; but I used my hat, as they do in the
story-books, and I never would have believed it would
serve my purpose so well.
Two minutes later my cousin was sitting up, and
Stiven was stirring and blinking and putting a hand
to his head.
I returned to Hubert,
" Can you think ? " I cried. " Can you think ?
Can you understand ? "
"Not very well/' says Hubert, feeling his coat.
"I have an idea we've been done. That peasant . . ."
"That's right," said I. "That peasant was the
decoy. The others were in this cottage, waiting to
lay us out"
" Harris ?" said Hubert, holding his head in his
hands.
" I'm rather afraid so. Of course, I may be wrong.
They may have been common robbers, with no idea
who we are. But if it is Harris-----"
" Harris for a monkey," said Hubert. " They've
taken the car ? "
I nodded.
Hubert sighed.
"And our papers and passports and everything
that is ours. Where's Bugle ? "
" He isn't here/' said I. " I imagine he's out in
the road."
Stiven was up on his feet with his back to the wall.
"Bugle," he cried.   "That's his name."
" Sit down," said Hubert. " You'll be all right
in a minute. You've been knocked out."
" I know, sir," said Stiven. " I couldn't remember
his name. It was him that done it, sir. He hit me
under the jaw."
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